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OF SILENT FREEDOM 


You have the right to remain silently loud. 
Anything you convey will be perceived accordingly. 
You have the right to murder anything falsetto with your mind 
because such things never existed anyway. 


You have the right to destroy all ghosts and skeletons 
in the closet. 


You have the right to remain silently loud. 


DT February 9, 1994 
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A Dedication To The Reader: 


In a love relationship, one must never enslave another. 
Such a relationship must be equal to the fullest. 


May you always be loved, never to cry again. 
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SPEAK DRY IN THE SPEAKEASY OF NOW 


Speak dry in the speakeasy of now. 
Speak fruitful to the dead inside 
this cold mess, only to dance alone. 


A favorite song played and one danced 
cheerfully alone amidst the swaying, 
uptight industry of Gothic bodies. 


But this speakeasy of now had more 
polite room despite the social silence. 
This industrial cold was a grave improvement 
from being in another cattle-room of 
self-serving ham. 


[[Composed 1994]] 


a Y | 
anil wal | = \ 
_ — . 4 \ . 3 \ ' 
eee © \ } , J L\ h coe YR == \ \ \ 
fe \ a v 
| a a \ \ 3 . y \\ = ’ h 
| ' ~~ \ . = 4 q AY 2 Z 
ry te ae \. \\ 2 
A ¥ ; ‘ ) \ : 
\ i \ a \ \ We Wen OS NGO Wk 
| : vs _| \s ames \ om x 
’~ | | | : . ams AN tl 
’ \ 





ECHOES OF VERSE 


Echoes of verse, 
The writings riding 
Down aboard a funeral hearse, 
Throngs of a legion with throes of their spirit 
Are in their sad and right mind, remembering 
The echoes of their dead comrade's verse. 

Version sweet were such words..... 

"Feel my secret, for I will kiss you 

When you hear so close." 


Echoes of verse, 
Echoes of verse, 
So much more immaculate 
Time to rehearse even though dead 
And the spirit has to disperse. 


Echoes of verse, 
Echoes of verse, 
Portend & portion the verbal potion for 
The remaining ear to hear the silent flower 
Or the loud flapping of moth wings. 


Echoes of verse, 
Echoes of verse, 
Version sweet were such words..... 
"Feel my secret, for I will kiss you 
When you hear so close." 


NT March 14, 1995 


=e 


IN SERVICE OF NIGHT 


Dying nights flying gentle kites, 

the Prince of Water wishes all organs 
in the cathedral well. 

Drop your candle and dive in the 
water O’ dear prince. 

Play “Misty” for me on crest and 
knave to sway your opulent servant 
and slave. 


DT September 10, 1995 


FAMINE FOR THE SENSES 


Wake with me, friends, to a world 
untimely of nothing left to say or 

do for here and now-- 

only to see that time was and that time 
has run out of pleasure. 

Hence, the knowledge of The Voyeur 
resting inside a storm cloud. 


NT August 13, 1995 


ape 


AS THE DOORS OF DEATH OPEN 


As the Doors of Death open to bring remorse, 
regret and loss, 

we fear nothing because we know we were 
something. 

And we know we will be something more to come 
as enlightened subjects in the skies. 

As the Doors of Death open, it is known that life 
is here to remain as we move intrepid through its 
eventual, eventful succession. 


DT September 12, 1995 & DT February 14, 1996 


PITY AND PARLAY 


Reflective ears, reflective years 

of pity and parlay, 

monk-goose berry, 

magnolia sweet, lives retreat at the sign 
of conflict or danger. 

Head-medicine described contract in 
sensory work in beginning shroud. 
Diamonds are a gem of noses. Noses 
are a web of smell. 


When was this all a tiring result? 
Well done is the cat, dog or python. 
When entanglement surges, 

when stars and moons take pity on 
reflected pond, 

praise suspected criminals for their 
courage before heresy. 

Proven until innocent is the result 
from biased ethic. 


NT August 13, 1995 
Fe 


SILENCE BY OUR SIDE TURNS THE TIDE 


Silence is by our side. 

Silence keeps us warm and weak. Silence keeps us cold 
and strong. It turns the tide. 

Silence by our side, when we walk alone 

it was the only thing to keep us warned, this sole 
pursuant thing, this sole pursuant affair is silence by 
our side...where there’s no trespassing hearts. Why are 
miracles made of glass in limbo? We dropped the human 
waste to make a stand in the glory of nevermore. 


The raven spoke his omen from Alpha to Omega. 

All knowledge is known in every knot betrothed. 
Silence is by our side. 

Silence keeps us warm and weak. Silence keeps us cold 
and strong. It turns the tide. 


--September, 1995-- 


WALKING BEAUTY 


Before he knew your name, 

he stood or sat on the floor on 

those days before in awe, waking 

to awake to your walking beauty. 

No ogre’s ogling, but only the appreciation 

of your beauty in a more respectful, sensual nature 

of observing and appreciating a statue in a museum 

or sacred place... to view it in awe in respectful, sensual 


silence. 


NT February, 1995 


262 


TWO DREAM DIPLOMATS 


Dream Diplomat 1: “Diplomacy with dreams may incur reality.” 


Dream Diplomat 2: “...But only, so it seems, if invoked 


with quality!” 


Oh, well. Another complaint, another holler. 


The alien explained, “Aside from you, Earthman, I need 
a different nourishment of music.” 


Scientist’s Disease-- Noun. Refusal to try out a theorem. 


No inoculation to be found. 


NT/DT 1992 — 1994 


Fs 


The weather is a concept of mood and mental hues, being similar to a lunatic’s 
derivation from the moon. 


DT Sept. 18, 1993 


To lend an ear to hear another voice, makes one into two. 


NT May 16-17, 1994 


He was given a piece of wood for which to mold his life by. 


--May, 1994-- 


AMBIGUOUS SKY 


What is a satisfying experience during, but not after? 
You hear the noise above. 

Do you understand it below? 

Two warring lovers marked their sky. 

They were an angry painting on a plane ride. 

Each spirit perceived was severed into several pieces 

in their minds. 

We have to look to the universe for answers and then 
float below through the sky with our enhanced progress. 


NT October 26-27, 1995 


OBEY MY QUESTIONS! 


Of where doubt is the master, and of where the answer the slave, 
Obey my questions! Be mystified by my answers. 

Obey your faith. 

Is it hard to know where to go in the vestige of humanity? 

Obey my questions! 

Would you please design your body and voice at sunrise? 


NT October 26-27, 1995 


ANGELS OF PREY 


On now forward, flying your wings in blue azure sky’s stream. 
Angels of Prey, fluid are your wings flapping as rainwater, crying 
like silk. 

Your quests are still, your voices a dream. 

What terror your eyes make, swooping your scorn down on a 
supposed heretic. 

Were not the convened saints heretics in your eyes at one time or 
another? 


Come celebrate! Rip mortal men’s minds out to satisfy your hunger 
for invasive procedure, of knowing the truth or the lies within them. 


If there is an everlasting Middle Age, an Age of Ignorance, the question 
for us mortals below is do we believe in saints or are we Angels of Prey? 


DT November 10, 1995 


RUN THROUGH THE WALL 


Pain stimuli, a cretin’s amazing fist runs through an 

Innocent’s mental wall. 

Corrupt and damaged, the Innocence seeks solace in observing 
the hues of a red fan slowly spinning. 

Run through the wall, O Innocence, with the wisp of your spirit 
and conscience. 

The other side may be pleasant. 


DT November 20, 1995 


TWO POINTS OF VIEW FOR 
THE PRICE OF NONE 


Lest it pest and to be forgotten, 
a spectre’s spectator sought two points 
of view for the price of none. 


Whether to believe in her, or 

himself, or not at what the gentle 
spectator has seen.... 

Languid and slow a retreat to the pub 
was in order. 


“Stroll on, poor man, to the pub,” said 
the spectre to her spectator, “For your ship 
will meet you in dichotomy’s mourning 
fathom.” 


A one spectator’s drink of whiskey is 
ghost-like, debating two points of view 
for the price of none. 


NT December 1-2, 1995 
Oe 


LIGHTHOUSE MEN 


They give and they give and nobody answers. 
Things finished are always in the making from 
shore’s compare and evening twilight. 


Lighthouse Men, monks of the sea, knit sweaters 
against age old winds foretold by paralyzing sins. 
Reality sets in, they are bastards of seahags. 
They give and they give and nobody answers. 


DT December 12, 1995 


CROSSING INHIBITION 


Observed Pattern, shall a male be brave to make an acquaintance 
with thee? Shall you be brave to make an acquaintance with he? 
You, the rose, standing from the pole, staring, evaporating memories 
into the street... 


One may never know the challenge if they do not ask to receive it, to 
eventually bleed pleasure from its possible gift. 


All of the ancient mockery is dull before the sunset, yet present at 
sunrise. 


There was a dream to taste...there is one now to always follow one 
after another-- the same terror with he as with thee. 


NT October, 1994 
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MAY I JOIN HER IN THIS AFTERNOON'S ACTIVITY? 


A graduation procession now closes. 
The mountains and its trees await your presence. 


Your darkness is stranger than known. 


Your darkness shall always have a blanket that wields itself 
by your complete control...in discreet discretion. 


And now, the mountains and its trees await your presence. 
The mountains and its trees await your presence. 


DT January 6, 1991 


THE LOVABLE INSANE 


To bequest another day, one soliloquy makes transparent 
a midnight gavel to make access for a knight to travel. 
One judge, one judge of peril, in plundered excitement, 
curdles discernible dismay into his own remindful brain. 


Over square peg and through the circle, all behest, bequest 
honest feelings versus deceptive forces of animals-- men and 


women with their mysterious, intuitive chemistry, shunning out 
The Lovable Insane with decrepit mind absentia. 


These mysterious, deceptive forces of animals-- men and women 
are all fast food to digest the feelings of The Lovable Insane. 
Dishonored may shunning fast food mentalities be, for they 

must slow slow the food to understand these Thoughtful Insane. 


DT July, 1993 


ile 


STOLEN AND SOMEWHAT DEVOURED 


On the mighty hill 

there stands a castle fortress. 

Its status is virgin from attack 

and the protection of men inside where a burial takes place. 


Pests, Vermin, Romaine Lettuce, and Sandwiches, 

let me rent your ears for a shilling each. 

The baloney internal from this dead sandwich that lay 
before us was taken very hungrily by obese thievery in the 
middle of the past night or two. 


I, The Food Disposal Unit, have not come here to idolize 
or worship this dead sandwich, but, alas, to dispose and 
grind to oblivion via water pipe of this maggot infested 
sandwich. Because quite frankly, it’s beginning to get 
quite gamy. 


But, before we send things to an ultimate, grinding halt, 
it is asked that the Brute Aftershave say a final prayer in 
paying homage to this former devoured, molded sustenance. 


DT August 12, 1994 
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TEASING TEMPTRESS 


Roses are dead. 
Violation in bloom, 
Your eyes are tomb. 
Death makes welts in your womb. 
For the bereaved know every distance you burn leaves blindness. 
One went to England to search for yore, 
but only arrived to hear gothic songs and loneliness. 


NT February 13, 1993\NT December 3-4, 1994 


A GHOST IN SUNGLASSES 


A ghost in sunglasses passes your beauty in 
shadow, nearing a caress. 

Touch in pittance, a natural glance from one 
who was cast out of your embrace, O lovely one. 


His food tasted bitter as it is now cast out of your 

warmth, your radiance. 

Still such an apparition is gliding by in your radiance during the 
morning, day and night. 

Where are the hoped for days of yore? 


Yearn he must, but those days are nevermore. 
This ghost hides behind his sunglasses, passing your 
beauty in shadow, nearing a caress. 


NT June 16-17, 1996 
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SEE THE SCOPE 


See the scope. 

See its rhythm. 

See its vision, see its hope. 
All contained in this orb is 
water, water everywhere. 


Friends swimming... 
to friendship’s unknown bond 
in this lake we gather and toil. 


All now hail peace of mind as 
patience in snail’s movement 
and climb. 


NT June 16-17, 1996 


QUIET WINDOW 


Quiet window overlooking the storm of 
its synergistic fever between futuristic realism 
and scorn. 


Caveat and adorn, and the feeling of thick clouds 
and the forlorn perjury of an axe bowing down 
before a flame retardant structure. 


Quiet window greets still memory and doesn’t 
welcome storming rain, slow like some dancing hand 
to shake an overture on metallic apparel. 


Angst, mistletoe, coffee, the pleasure centers 
brought forth north for diagnosis in the clouds. 
“The last axe, the last to perplex... 
I’m too weird for anyone to love it or me,” 
breathes a quiet window. 


NT January 5, 1996 
ee 


A PROMISE FROM A CHURCH’S OPAL BLUE CARPET 


Your footsteps trekked on my surface from baptism to 
manhood. I will still nurture you as you see me. 


I will always soothe your voice and mind with my blue opulence. 


Everything will be alright. You may always personify my 
comfort. 


NT December 20, 1995 


HEAR OUR VOICE 


Noise for our call, 

Call to be ours. 

The Mountain God made his own image 

out of soap stone. A green bust of him was 
presented to Xin Quan, the emperor of this province. 
Twice, thrice, mouths agape, all to stare, also hearing the Master’s 
voice. “Ooh...ohm... Swim in the Mountain God’s lake 

for a brief time while you sleep and wake,” said the emperor 

to his subjects, “Hear and be near to the water as it cleanses your 
soul. Row with a dog and keep the sight of the bird. Be wise to 
grab the pebbles from my hand in seven seasons.” 


85 moons were wanted to light the Tea House, for the fortunes 
must be read for today, tomorrow when you are young then old. 


NT October 22, 1996 
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NEEDS UNDER THE SKY 


No one was supposed to know the secret 

below, or pretend to understand the warrior figure 

who put voices in their heads and projected images before 
their feet. 


Blow by blow the figure’s friend the wind came. Blow by blow 
of the wind’s voice entered a few of the humble villagers’ ears. 
It was a warning not to go across the sea to hunt this year. 


They listened to the wind and bowed before Odin. 


NT October 29, 1996 


WHAT OF THE ALIENS? 


Oh! They’re from another planet! 

Should there be a quarantine, a fluctuation of 
purity in our midst? 

The sky’s raining bats and frogs, troubling 
The Timekeeper’s quarrel. 


Oh! They’re from another planet! 
Shall our scientists carve them open out of fear 
to see what’s inside? 


Reticent allegiances from the poor captured... 

The only thing that keeps them going is the badge of 

their leader, shining bright in their minds, as these captive 
stare at a cell wall, for they pray to not be preyed upon 
before entering a grave. 


NT October 29, 1996 
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ODD RESPONSIBILITY AND AWKWARD REALITY 


Your love is the grass. 
Your love is the sea. 
Your love is derived from Earth. 


For She, in your dreams, is based from free 
thought of odd responsibility and awkward reality. 


The wind shapes your path and your brain is the sail. 


The caress awaits. 


NT December 24-25, 1996 
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The wind shapes our path and our brain is the sail. 


NT April 10-11, 1996 


is 5 


SNAKE POISON & YO YOS 


Snake poison & yo yos lie here in 
the mind’s sauna up & down, 

up & down with usual irrelevance, 
forming a clumsy black fog. 


Where is one taking themselves these days, 
these nights, intoxicated by the motion of 


snake poison and the classical movement of yo yos? 


This orchestra is moving, motioning its talent 
for unknown fatal reasons. 


All will stop and fall with vision tricked & blurry 
to the ground. 


NT August 25-26, 1996 


BATTLE WITH HIM AND THE REPUBLIC ! 


Banana soup was made for those who attended the luncheon 
sponsored by The Republic. 


"Public, my dear public, the police will watch you everywhere," said 
the Ultimate Ruler. 


"And a nuclear strike will destroy our land! May a nuclear strike 
destroy our land!" yelled an excited luncheon guest. 


"Put him under guard at gun point," said the mad republic’s Head of 
Strange Policemen. 


A policeman, under ante, with nothing to offer but a bluff to 
kill or maim, just before he wins an ultimate surprise-- a mirror image 
of himself. The Head of Strange Policemen has been watched 
everywhere on multi-television screens. 


NT October 18, 1990 
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CALLING OUT TO THE STARS 


Calling out to the stars! 
Calling out to the stars! 


Funeral, mayhem & peace. 

Do you reach the stars or do these 

coffin-bars abound, envelop your 

waking passion? 

For a human form on her journey to wherever, 

may all evil fear your face and not scathe your beauty 
in both the sun and the rain. 


Transcend your shadow in peace, under the stars. 


Calling out to the stars! 
Calling out to the stars! 


Transcend your shadow in peace, under the stars. 


NT September, 1996 


Loa 


PRE-OCCUPATIONAL HAZARD 


The lonely edge, the precipice of peace. 
A heart is at stake when pierced. 
Home is far, home is wide. 


The value of strength lies within the 
surf and tide. 


At a moment's seasoning, can dead elders talk back 
to those young cannibals after they've eaten? 

To lend an ear to hear another voice, makes one 
into two. 


NT May 10, 1998 


DURABLE STRANGER 


He's a durable stranger at this party, 
in this town, 

unwanted...taunted to loneliness by 
blondness. 


The only escape is to talk to the tall plants 
situated in the ballroom. 

Another escape is drink-- to drink & smoke 
cigarettes while leaning out a ballroom's window. 
To dance & tremor, wrecks a shy bone's femur. 


Ponder & pray when young that things will not be 
lonely & undone. 
Ponder & pray to remain steadfast a most 


durable stranger. 


DT March 22, 1997 
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FLESH LANGUAGE 


There lies a sleepy tongue 
after the flood. 

The blood of mist, 

the delirious sun. 

Watch, dream, 

as the Red Manipulate 
comes near. 

Ask to moan and then 
move delicately to incubate 
urge & sweat. 


NT June 24-25, 1997 


REPRESSED APOSTLES 


Despite no pleasure, our teeth 
are ready to strike. 


Numb is our conscience to the netherworld. 
Spillages of pleasure always seem to stop in 


the mind and never act. 


As holiness prevails, we must feel beyond theory. 


NT April 26-27, 2000 
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YOUTH RECAPTURED 


Winded candle breathed on, 
recapture your flame and intelligence. 


Do not stay but delay not in mastering 
youth recaptured. 


As old age is settled as the sun in the evening, 
the daylight is a reminder to have no fault in 
all things new and young, a pleasing sense of all 


youth recaptured. 


NT March 16, 2000 


FERMENTING WOUND 


Fermenting wound has time the healer reconstruct 
construed infliction. 


Pillage incarnate bask on primal urge. 
Purged is wisdom, martyrdom. 


Butterflies fly. 
Butterflies fly. 


Dove carry olive branch over sea’s even flow. 


-- February, 1989 -- 
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MAN OF BRONZE 


The epicure of clouds melts a mind 
faraway. 

Man of Bronze, your death throes, steal 
tingling heat’s fire, a perfect symbolism for 
soon-to-be ghosts. 


On a field of danger, sleep & woe, where does 
a Man of Bronze think with comfort? 


For him, collapsing is a form of sleep, 
a form of rest. 


Camaraderie & companionship are most 
important in the fields of death. 

The best weapons are made out of ice, 
cold, calm and calculated. 

He is of the Salivation Army. 

He motions to salivate and drool to 

all things beautiful. 


His woman’s protection is a reward. 


His development is spooked like a horse, 
bellowing like a superstitious icon. 


NT September 8-9, 1998 & NT May, 2000 
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LOVE, PASSION & GRACE 


The epicure of clouds melts a mind 
faraway. 


Love, passion & grace consume a waking fire. 
They tend those trembling embers. 

What beautiful terror these make one 
surrender dull emotion to. 

Know that freedom is processed and 


manufactured. 


NT October 11-12, 1998 


SALIVATION ARMY 

We are of the Salivation Army. 
We salivate & drool to all things 
beautiful. 


NT September 8-9, 1998 
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PEN FORAGER 


When terror strikes, words purge themselves of bravery. 
Hark, herald! 
Dark tree knows how to slow excitement. 


Pen Forager needs a story to report to the masses 
despite all their mass destruction and mayhem. 


When the bat flies, the crow falls. 
All fluid is sucked from the trembling neck 
as a body hits the deck. 


Dire straits polluted all mates. Aye, cap’n, the sub is 
plunging downward to the depths below to explore, 
to find a new story to report in an effort of beating out 
the Pen Forager. 


The Commandant’s commandments were based from 
his false and most mythical gods. He wants to explode 
his teeth with a command. 


Go to the valley en masse to pass the flame, for there it 
will be seen all those incredible torches in remembrance 
of all those who came before so bravely and failed. 


It was a good day to become a Klingon. 


DT August, 2000 


-29- 


QUESTION NOT AND PUT DOWN THIS PEN 


Privatizing leather forced by a girl named Heather. 
Her mind and body are a steel trap that go forward 
to adorn kids hollering in a hall. 


An ape doesn’t have a beer can on an arm. 
There is no reason for treason, especially if there’s 
no mixture for nitrogen and moon cheese. 


Have you known your throne well, Henry? Eh? 

I can’t hear you, boy. Speak up louder. Louder. 

You need some whip cream and some chain mail 

as your just dessert. 

Has all idea left your mind, boy? 

Are you from Transylvania? 

Soft song melodies implore you to read your own mind. 
Pity no castle can hold you. 

Holy you. Holy is your cause...noble and warm. 

Me thinks triumph will be near for Morzes to observe. 


Morzes, a god, was birthed from a cooing orifice. 

Still the ships praise him from afar in the vast water. 
Horizontal direction, the brevity of taste and tussle. 

The joke was on a vaporous creature. Its yoke pulled the 


cart. Its away. Its away... 


Does the parrot know how to repeat a dead writer’s 
words in every aspect of the evening? 


Love is the past. 


Question not and put down this pen. 


DT August/December, 2000 


30- 


TO PERCHANCE A DANCE 
Saturnine skies 
dance with a martyr, a snake, a 


snake through the head. 


The rigors of moving for all 
lives makes a notion for improving. 


Draw a caption. 
Write a picture. 


Each letter plays a character in its own rite. 
A disease is everywhere, 


so you must reinvent yourself 
to perchance a dance... 


DT July 9, 2001 


EDGE LIGHT 


Edge light. 
Edge light, exit right, 
Edge light, exit left. 


To speak less to the mortal few, 
ethereal music is here where a 
voice is not. 

Ashen faces most pleasant 
greet their newest member. 

It’s a harsh kick in the side 
when a friend has just died. 


With heaven above, hopefully their 
spirit is now courted safely with love. 


NT April 9-10, 2001 


ade 


TEARS ARE SHED 


Tears are shed 
how one dreads 
your passing. 


You warrior, you silent lamb 
of calm, how pleasured were the 
fields with your company and endurance. 


When will there be life 
in your eyes and soul again? 


Wake up and remain new again. 


NT July 16-17, 2001 


ASSIGNED NUMBER 


Murder in the night, 

absinthe almost drunk for 

the lack of life hypothesis, 

it can only be said that you 

cannot get back online anytime soon. 


The form was left whole before the 
murder, intrepid in its belonging, 
complacent in its ideas. 


For when an axe hits the head, 

ideas will flow out only once, 

and only once, before 

the mind’s eye shuts for 

the very last time. 

The mind’s eye shuts for the very last time. 


NT March, 2001 


39.3 


A VOICE 


A pound of flesh, 

an ounce of breath 

bring influence for satisfaction 
toward a voice. 


Days numbered and lonely, 
a voice wishes to caress 
the best days of life. 


Remember the wind that 

carries a voice throughout 
invertebrate culture in stampeding 
grace. 

Smooth skin is amazed brightly 
by sensual breath. 

Such skin can also walk and wisp 
softly like moccasins touching the 
ground in the early morning. 


And finally, and deeply, a voice 
can make a last stand thundering loud 
from atop a towering inferno. 


Wavering forward, 
wavering backward, 


it’s only a pound of flesh, an ounce 
of breath. 


NT April 26-27, 2001 


Ba: 


A MIRROR OF LIFE 


You know, a mirror of life is like 
a moving painting. 


He took the key to his diary and 
thus all is left is a mystery. 


When her speech was made, it became 
the past. 


At the final prayer, a hit was taken from 
a bong and everything rang a bell. 


It rang a bell! 
It rang a bell! 


DT May 29, 2001 


LIKE GLASS 


Sleek, slender, such a beautiful 

gender is woman. 

Touch her fragile like glass. 

Let her curvatures be your 

guide on the up and down glide. 
Remember, always remember...like glass. 
Measurable, immeasurable...ecstatic. 


NT June 20, 2001 


BAe 


PIERCING EYES 


Your eyes pierce my soul. 

These all knowing, instinctive orbs 

look at the soul up and down and 
smoothly say, “Ahh...he’s telling 

the truth when he says he truly loves you.” 


DT July 26, 2001 


MAZE ONE, MAZE TWO 
Rest welcome & be welcome... 


An alarm clock speaks the law. 

Its answer is ‘yes’ or ‘no’ never ‘maybe so’. 

Maze One: 

Everyone’s mission is to get through the first maze on 
Monday morning. Artificial sunlight through coffee is 
very essential for painting pictures on a cloudy day. 


Maze Two: 

All functions must stop at the punch of a 

clock at the middle and end of the day for operation of 

rest mode. Swingful dance in dreams during operation of rest mode 
will make the proletariat a happier worker. 

Here is an image... 


Home is far. Home is wide. 


All dinner reservations were made fifteen 
minutes in advance. 


DT January 27, 1996 


35. 


SOME THINGS SAID 

Her power rings over the telephone 

via the vast miles. 

What a mother says to her son is 

unwanted, unwarranted pressure. 

The often stupid and cruel words 

expressed are often trickled off his back like 


water, yet a few remain in his heart. 


Now he dreams of the phone ringing 
often silent. 


DT July 23, 2001 


FOR WHICH TO MOLD HIS LIFE BY 


He was given a piece of wood for which 
to mold his life by. 


To lend an ear to hear another voice, 
makes one into two. 


The mind is a memorable organ in 
which to extrapolate thoughtful 


pleasure from. 


The wind shapes our path and our brain is the sail. 


NT May 16-17, 1994 & DT August 14, 1997 


Be: 


TINY MAGES 


Tiny mages, 

tiny mages, 

they decorate thoughts 
and turn the brain’s pages. 


Despite simple peers for blank 

nomenclature, numb skies bring forth 

these tiny mages after seconds, minutes, months, 
or many years. 


Before it’s time to leave, think of a flame 
in a dream before it goes out. 


Tiny mages, 

tiny mages, 

they decorate thoughts 
and turn the brain’s pages. 


NT June 13-14, 2000 


DRAGON LYING IN WAIT 


Snorting, sneaking dragon lying in wait, 

any page he writes is important while 

sucking on his pipe. 

He saw an old man sitting on a rock, 

peaceful & sullen. The aged man 

conveyed this, “Someone whose stomped on your 
heart & thrown your person away is not worth it. 
Move on and suffer no more... 

These times are above and around us at all times.” 


To humble oneself before knowledge is a rite, 
for knowledge is power. Mold it wisely for good 
and for your safety. 


DT March 25, 2001 
Bas 


RE-MOVER & SHAKER 
It’s frustrating to run many miles and gain nothing but 
loneliness and mass desolation. 

....Must move on to enact a civilization to the enhancement 


of societal organization. 


NT March 16-17, 1994 


ALL THINGS REMEMBERED & MISSED 


We are birds perched high looking below. 
Our eyes tell us what to know. 


A diary wind-kissed all things remembered 
and missed. 


The Psycho Psychic Network was an unspeakable 
rescue like a mime opening a door. 


Savior debunked in myth, what would you decide? 


Precision in information keeps the brain peppy. 


-- April-June, 2002-- 


-38- 


WOULD YOU CARE TO DRINK SOME LIQUID NITROGEN? 


Would you care to drink some liquid nitrogen on this hot day? It’s so-o-o 
good to stimulate winter on this 100 degree day. What d’ya say? Young 
senility is forming a bakery in your brain on this hot day. Wouldn’t you 
just like to break into a thousand ice cubes? Go on, drink some liquid 
nitrogen today. Drink some liquid nitrogen. 


NT October, 1994 


PICKLED PIG HEAD IN A JAR 


There goes a pickled pig head in a jar. 

Yes, it’s a pickled pig head in a jar. 

Its body was once whole of head, foot, torso, 

Feet, wavering to the heartbeat tone-- having once 
had pulsed feelings to be felt-- all now slaughtered 
by a farmer. 


The old man brings it to market in his open-air basket. 


There goes a pickled pig head in a jar. 

A group of children mock its comatose state in the 
jar saying, "Look at the pickled pig head in a jar! 
Har. Har. Gross! Yummy gross! Har. Har.” 


“Kids,” says the farmer, “this here’s good tastin’ 
vermin. Won't you want to buy a pickled pig head in 
a jar?" 


They nod no. They nod no. 


Captured captive to be sold, the pickled pig head is 
now physically blind from slaughter. 

Its spirit in the afterworld will see its sale and 

the stomach that will eventually be the new museum 
of blood and digestive muscle where this pickled 
pig head from a jar will be housed. 


NT October 19, 1992 
-39- 


IN THIS BODY LIES A SWORD 


As weak as it may be, 

In this body lies a sword through 
Temperance, through laughter and 
Resounding echo. 


Up in a tree, or in a fjord, 
On ox cart’s magic, 
In this body lies a sword. 


At moonrise, a flaw in the harvest 
Appears. 

After the spring seed, minute moments 
Passed before the feared tremble & wake. 


War begot carrion most foul. 
Sadly soon-to-be mothers spoke to 
The future, “In this body lies a sword.” 


The embattled on tiring field 

Try to understand endless weakness, 
Meekness, a drain of power. 

To understand such knowledge, a 
Mind will flower, a body may become 
Strong again. 


Leet blood stay in the body to have 


The freedom to flow its long and endless 
Journey within. 


NT March 8, 1998 


-40- 





IDS & EGOS OF WEIRDOES 
Hard times, incessant breathing... 

a half life is inexcusable but 
forgiven when good behavior begins. 
For added measure, one ruler for the 
kingdom is needed. Out of failure, a 
blessing may follow. 

Ids & egos of weirdoes, time 


to build a new synapse forewarning 
the relapse. 


DT June 24, 2002 


FACE OF EVIL 

Face of Evil. /[echo a few times]] 

I looked into the Face of Evil. 

Such a face angered and terrified me... 


a blood code in a virus. 


Thought-choking and quite provoking 
was the taste of the escape juice. 


One minute of hearing this voice is one 
minute of venom too many. 


Face of Evil, a drugged-out phony, you 
are the epitome of evil, where it starts and begins. 


Face of Evil, I hope to pummel you to have 
you meet your humility. 


Face of Evil. //echo a few times]] 


DT May 13, 2002 
-42- 


POUR OUT, POUR OUT 
THE HOLY SANDS 


At a dull party put on by uptight 
freaks, an honest man is caught by 


other guests talking to a plant. 


Out of being alone he’s researching a new 
poem, trying to find out how to fall in love. 


A bong is a fallopian tube 
of joy. 


Make love to a book. 
You might be a story within it. 


Please refine your steps and grow your 
own beans after the beep for the leap into 
the sky. 

Your head goes into greeting hands. 

Pour out, pour out the holy sands. 


NT January 12-13, 2002 & NT September 13-14, 2002 


SHE IS 

She is... 
Compassionate mouth. 
Caring eyes. 


Alerting nose. 


Call anytime and my ear 
will turn into a flower. 


She is... 


DT January, 2002 
-43- 


THINK OF THIS 


Think of this... 

There’s a time for survival, 
a time for grace, 

and a time for patience. 


Yeah, those 9 to 5 days are pretty good. 
They make ya weak. 


A truth detector is golden when 
someone’s life is comprised 
of lame excuses and several falsehoods. 
Think of this... 
When you get mad is it justified or just 


a rude response? 


Think of this... 


DT February 10, 2002 & NT February 11-12, 2002 


CONMAN’S LOADED GUN 


A credit card number is a conman’s 
loaded gun. 


His life is comprised of lame excuses 
and several falsehoods. He doesn’t take the easy 
way out, he just prays. 


February 12-13, 2002 


-44- 


SPEAK WHEN SPOKEN TO 


How to handle disagreeable people 
is to only respond with name, rank and 
serial number. 


Speak when spoken to. 


Being constantly tested is being 
mentally molested. 


Speak when spoken to. 


When confused, eat a code snack 
so your mind can feel her throat gently. 


DT Jan 25, 2002 


DO PEOPLE WORSHIP VAPOR? 


In the context of religions, do people 
worship vapor? 


People, in a religious context, worship 
gods that have a magnetic, gravitational 
force instead of vapor. 


God & other gods maintain the gravity 

of our planet’s atmosphere so that all 
worshippers won’t fly up in the sky 

and disturb them. 

AS we guess at their existence, they all 

do this to keep us below, testing our obedience 
and faith in them. 


NT December 21-22, 2001 


-45- 


ICE SWAMP 


Creatures cold, cold, carnivorous, 
oozing love... 


Mush... Mush... Mushy, passionate ice. 
Creatures cold within ice swamp depths hope 
to achieve but never grieve. 


They are alienated, isolated in the breath of life. 


Strangulation, it all amounts to the same 
thing, an annoying cold moisture. 


Closer, wetter proportion, a point 
of reference for the green globules 
on the beach... 

Creatures cold, cold, carnivorous, 


oozing love... 


NT December 21-22, 2001 


DARK OVERLORDS 


What’s all this idle prattle about? 
Does it truly exist? 

Dark Overlords have captured such 
thinking, such heads. 


Dark Overlords, obedience is a trust of words. 
The blue envelope has swooped down to encapsulate 
everything, anyone, anywhere. 


NT December 18, 2001 


Jags 


THE SORCERER OF MAGIC SMILES 


The Sorcerer of Magic Smiles instructs us 
that we are challenged by the same goat, 
fearsome, problematic and complicated. 

Its spear is chaos, cold, calm, yet calculated. 


This goat is always caught punching a mind 
and face to oblivion, creating a strange human 


species into being. 


Even stoned with one eye, to regain mental and 
physical health is a rebirth. 


Look to the Sorcerer of Magic Smiles. 
He will now instruct you. 


NT December 21, 2001 


SAY IT! 


Say it if you know it’s true! 
Say it if you know it’s you! 


There’s a time when you get so mad 
you can’t even speak. 


Simple yet intense mechanics are 
based from natural biology. 


Take a hold criticism good or bad 
whenever you can. It’ll make your 
world less lonely. 

Say it! 


DT November 4, 2001 
-47- 


SILHOUETTE TOUCH, AN 
ENCHANTING AROMA 


Silhouette touch, an enchanting aroma, a 
reprieve or some grace from the sarcastic 


mundane. 


It’s so alarming it makes you want to clear 
out your nose and beg for more. 


Yes, such is an enchanting aroma, a silhouette touch, 


a reprieve or some grace from the sarcastic mundane. 


DT August 9, 2002 


FAR FUTURE NORTH 


Seeing ahead far future north, 
having rod and staff as my only comfort... 


A lame man gets slapped five. There he was 

rendered a friendly touch. He then seeks 

more to experience from his lovely companion 

against painful death -- a tithing in the immuring vice. 
Writhing thin ice calls. 

A scab over a wound enhances wisdom. 

I walk on... 


armed with prayer and rough skin. 


--January, 1989-- 


-48- 


MAIDEN BOWER 
Put down that mercury.. .it’s rising. 


Pugnacious queens and other rulers dim down from 
the maiden bower. 


Maiden bower... Maiden bower... 
A king’s knelled, a place, a feeling, or intrepid lie. 


Honor and hour have struck upon all concerned. 
No time to discern the burning sky. 


Increasing repression for an insect between 

mortar and bit. 

Once determined, discerned, ‘this’ will be designated as ‘it’. 
Maiden bower... Maiden bower... 

Put down that mercury.. .it’s rising. 

Let wood spice reappear. 

Instruction. 


Anger of nothing. 


Why fear it? 


NT June 11-12, 2002 & DT June 20, 2002 


-49- 


CRIMINALS OF THE NIGHT, 
PATRIOTS OF THE DAY 


[spoken] 


We are the slave of night! 

The patriots of day! 

MMM TTT 
[sung] 


We are the criminals of the night. 
We are the patriots of the day. 


Slide along the highway. Take me where 
ya wanna go. 


Criminals of the night, patriots of the day. 


Long confusion, a planet’s drawing near. 
Walkin’ around. Flyin’ in the sky. 
Never mind, it’s burnin’. 


ITT 
[singing refrain 2x} Criminals of the night, patriots of the day. 


LLL 
[spoken] Call in the professors! 
Call in the professionals! 
LLL 
[spoken refrain 2x] Pesto! Pesto! 
Pesto-mystic. Pesto-optimistic! 
Hey, Get devoured! 
You know what I like! 
LLL 


It all comes from your TV, the fuckin’ media! The damn war! 


TAM 
[singing refrain 2x] Break day of the mornin’, shouldn’t have to wait. 
TMM 


[spoken] Alright, you! We know what you’re up to! 
And there’s nothing you can do about it! 
-50- 


[spoken When a criminal’s mind is troubled, he gets 
cigarettes from Heaven. 


He doesn’t take the easy way out, he just prays. 
ILL TTT 


[sung] We are the criminals of the night, patriots of the day. 
Slide along the highway. Take me where ya wanna go. 


Break day of the mornin’, 
shouldn’t... have... to... wait. 


TULI 1] DT April 7, 2002 [{1III) 


CRUSADE OF THE DEAD 


Strange, dry plants, heat and barren land 
encompass his vision. 
There’s a hatred of being lost. 


A wish to drink water, the intense dream for it 
overpowers a lone rider’s senses of that lovely nectar 
droplet to drink again. 


In this new land a conquistador expels prayers of 
safety from his mind. 
Angels of Death respond as they hover above around 
him and his horse, screeching, squawking those 
terrifying words, “Crusade of the Dead! 

Crusade of the Dead!” 


In a last gasp under the delirious sun, he rips asunder 
the barren land, mocking the desert air. 


NT January 30, 2003 


5]- 


ENSLAVED PERFORMER 


His manager stood watching, 

looking down at him, 

for she ruled over 

an enslaved performer’s waking moments. 

She managed her boyfriend, Bob, 

the human spore. 

Her cut was 10%. 

Her punch was 5%. 

But when Bob 

got wise and floated inside a train car to escape, 
his girlfriend the manager 

fizzled, evaporating into a train car’s metal frame. 
Almost a decade later 

a statue was formed 

inside a house of pain. 

It’s purpose is yet unknown in the human condition. 
A House Of Pain... 

A House Of Pain... 

Perhaps it’s a reservoir of thought 

to reconcile past deeds 

and entitlements. 

A House Of Pain. 

An Enslaved Performer. 


NT February, 2004 


J552 


A HALLUCINATION OF YOU 


A hallucination of you 

is the next best thing to 
seeing your voice 

and hearing your presence. 


Spill your milk 
then scream! 


When ascending a parcel up to heaven 
please indicate these instructions: 


“Tactile, Handle With Prayer” 


Open your eyes to words 
and they will speak to your vision. 


When ascending a parcel up to heaven 
please indicate these instructions: 


“Tactile, Handle With Prayer” 


Open your eyes to words 
and they will speak to your vision. 


Open your eyes to words 


and they will speak to your vision. 


NT June, 2004 


-53- 


HONOR & MERCY 


Infinite whispers communicate well 

within the Biblical Hotel. 

All of the lizards are sleek as time, 

forgetting the rhyme. 

The parody of peace, 

its stylings in rhythmic rain. 

There’s a smell to say. 

There’s a sound to see. 

There’s a touch to hear. 

Your life is an experiment. 

Your life is an experiment. 

Honor & mercy go through this wind stormed mind. 
The saintly canons urge restraint from the final blow. 
The hour is reluctant, 

being most inhuman. 

To decide, 

to decide endless fate, whether morbid or beautiful. 
Calling all colors. 

Calling all to safety, 

exercising honor & mercy. 

Prayers come across as musical notes. 

Fly, Angel, fly... 

Fly, Angel, fly... 


NT July, 2004 


-54- 


THE MESSAGE 


The distance. 
The message. 


To gain an intelligible understanding, 

one may have to massage another’s brain. 
Wishing is the most powerful, 

inert struggle of motion 

anyone can ever perform. 


Rest the mind, 

weary is the bone. 

Not the silence, 

not the precursory snoring, 

but, yet, 

the envelope’s final crease rests the mind. 


To be forgotten 

or not to be forgotten, 

that is the final answer. 
The envelope’s final crease 


rests the mind. 


NT July, 2004 


-55- 


A TRANSMITTER TRANSMITS DECIBEL IN LONE VIGIL 


A transmitter transmits decibel in lone vigil. 
Night in the desert from above’s height, 

a war’s plane flies in the 

cool, arid night. 

From far away a mortar round is launched 
from a location unseen. 

This mortar round streaks a 
Demon-orange propellant... 

Closet... 

Closet... 

Closer... 

in its upcoming deadly intrusion. 

Closet... 

Closer... 

Closet... 

Closer... 


Impact! Explosion! 


Life in flames, 

a course that leads to a flaming corpse. 
Burning men in a war’s falling plane, 

an injured falling angel. 

A defeated falling Angel’s wounded angle 
Burning downward until finally fallen. 


Arid night. 
Location unseen. 


This craft’s fiery crash leaves no survivors of flesh and blood. 
It leaves a sole survivor of 
a different kind. 


“Blip! Blip! Blip! Bleep!” 
sounds the survival call of the survivor. 


Indented in the sand, 

a transmitter ailing & failing, 

echoes in varied decibel, 

calling out for help -56- 


to its family members 

the satellite, the radio & the radar. 
There is no reply. 

There is no reply to this survivor’s call 
in the cool, arid desert night. 


Indented in the sand, 
ailing & failing, 


A transmitter transmits decibel in lone vigil. 


NT January 6-7, 1991 








AT PHANTASM'S GATE 


Eerie, confusing screams reveal hidden fears 
at Phantasm's Gate. 

Horror lingers from a black cat's retching purr. 
Several torture devices linger. 


Shaking, quivering, sweating, a grey captive 

speaks to a dungeon master, "If you feel the need 
to prosecute, you may ruin my life if you wish. I'm 
ready to go to an imprisoned oblivion." 


Eerie, confusing screams reveal hidden fears. 
Metallic movements of Phantasm's Gate now 


cease. 


Motion still, the clamoring horror remains at 
the edge of night. 


NT March 22-23, 2005 


-58- 


FIRE BESIDE HIS TABLE 


Fire beside his table, is there a picture to 

remember again? The remembrance of her 

lithe frame was hauntingly sultry in the immaculate 
darkness. 


When you have broken bones, that's breaking news. 
Having sex is a form of peaceful meditation. 


This is the dawning of the Sage of the Aquarium. 
Earth-quaking love, she's sweet as nectar, more 
thrilling than honey. We're watching astronomy 
to improve our mental economy. 


Fire beside his table, is there a picture to 
remember again? 


NT February 8, 2003 


LOVE WARRIORS 


Love Warriors, you sonic psychics, 
hungry. 


Escape from your resistance to it, 
that most wanted and desired as 
the unknown pleasurable object is 
crawling up the orbital skin. 


Fear and fury are involved in your 
daily meditations. 


One day it will be known that true love 
is where a lover projects a look so 
unique that the other knows what is 
desired and commanded of them. 


Have courage when devoid of logic. 


NT February 17, 2007 
-59- 


VINTAGE TITILLATION 
Vintage titillation, 
nostalgic fears, 


détente in the Neutral Zone. 


Klingons in love, 
the out of body experience. 


What does a prize demand of 
the contestant? 


What thirst does an award have to offer? 


Spank Dance! 
Dance of Spank! 


An eye for a glass liquid, 
a tooth for arctic vapor. 


Vintage titillation is strong 


and often near to memory. 


--Written sometime in 2002-- 


-60- 


ACCIDENTS OF LEARNING 


Immediate carnal lust, 
misreading thoughts, 

every possible miscue imaginable 
under a grey sky. 


We actually did no overt offenses 

to one another. It's just they 

were accidents of learning, a part 

of getting to know one another better. 


There is no perfect world, but such accidents 
may yield a stronger bond later on. 


NT August 9, 2007 


THE PIERCING GAZE 


The intuition of touch, 
The touch of intuition. 


The piercing gaze opens entrances for 

her as with him in this most floral 

of forests. With warm rigor, they maintain 
an even balance. 


The lingering of the labored eye had been 
long in time, peering through effusive 
barrier, knowing it would soon be 

left in the past. 


Space and Time may not have all 

the knowledge of the sorcerer's cauldron. 
But lest they try, lest they try despite 

the darkest hour when all dimensions 
stand still. 


Will absolute knowledge arise and the heart be 
satisfied? 


NT August 8-7, 2007 -61- 


TO COMMUNICATE LOVE* 


An official looking figure in dark clothing 

came up to the podium and began to speak,"I 

want to communicate love. I yearn to get 

culture from all sides. Just the other day I 
orgasmed so hard, that I swallowed my own drool." 


The dictator paused for a moment and then 
continued,"If we keep order, there will be 
the utmost in pleasure and perfection. 

I want to communicate love. 

I want to explode a load inside this 

great nation." 


A dim roar emanated from the crowd below. 
Off in the distance a flash appeared and 
then nothingness. 


*(footnote) After watching CNN on this day, just seeing 

how corrupt the war-hawk, Republican politicians are 

in our country, continually giving the populace the shaft day 
in and day out, with their immense corruption, I wrote 

this about them. 


NT November 30 - December 1, 2007 


sos 


HECKLERS! HECKLERS! 


Hecklers! 
Hecklers! 
Reckless Revelers! 
Hecklers! 
Hecklers! 
Reckless Revelers! 


You're a metaphysical piece of 
thunder out of the corner 
of a performer's eye. 


You brutal sailor 
a slap on the side of the head 
is in order. 


Hecklers! 
Hecklers! 
Reckless Revelers! 
Hecklers! 
Hecklers! 
Reckless Revelers! 


Upstage your passion 
and get laid. 


Upstage your passion 
and get laid. 


NT January 4, 2002 


5632 


A HALF FOOT OF SNOW 

Have you seen the form that just died in the cold? 

The sight of its whole life had been seen through its eyes, 

its hopes and dreams. 

Whispers carry. Whispers carry. Such life descriptions vary. 

From the direct agony of battle to a quiet slumber, the many 
definitions of the mind rage on. Alas, the last, living nutrient 
percolating in a body's veins. 


There might be a mural of solace in the final dream. 


Whispers carry. Whispers carry. Such life descriptions vary. 


NT December 18-19, 2007 


ONE HAND CLAPPING 
Far off in the distance remembers a love-starved mind the action of one 
hand clapping, the thundering sound of atonal flesh against wisping air, the 


touch of nothingness and regret. 


NT January, 2008 


-64- 


RESCUING HAND 


Put out a hand. 
Put out a hand. 


Save a fall, O Rescuing Hand. 


Blunders, smoke and mirrors, 
fear and confusion may seem abundant 
and choking. 


In the final calm, as grief takes a rest and 
withers into dust, what comes to light for some 
is the Rescuing Hand. 


NT January 14-15, 2008 


POSTHUMOUS HUMUS 


A corpse in its grave is posthumous humus. 

The only thought procession in the corpse's brain is 

the pulsating squirming of worms that slither in and out 

all through its thought-cranium. These worms form a nerve 
network inside the hollowing halls in the hallways of the head. 
This corpse's grayish-green hands and other limbs are levitated 
to movement by snakes that bolted themselves through its casket. 


Amid burial, there were freshly cut murdered flowers placed on 
the corpse's casket. These flowers rebirth themselves, forming 
new seeds that eventually hatch and plunder downward within 
the depths of the burial soil. They blossom to bloom in their own 
rite-of-passage a pale-white. 


Faith in the remembrance of the corpse makes itself sustain to 
live through the ages. 
DT October 10, 1991 
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COLD ELEMENT COVERED 


The blanket was blank, disfigured in color, 
with no tiny amount of shade remaining. 


Horrors assuaged. 
Horrors assuaged. 


The blanket was blank, yet the cold element was covered... 
The spy came in from the cold and saved the world. 


NT August 22-23, 2010 


SERENDIPITY 


Serendipity...I believe in Serendipity. 
I believe in Serendipity? 


Now present is life and the living. The hobo footsteps onward reaping 
before him life's meager tithes, walking its thin plank, its narrow bridge. 


And there, always awaiting, at the beginning, at the middle 
and end of the bridge, is Serendipity 
with its courting wings and mythical presence. 


NT August, 1989 
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AS WE LEAVE 


Go now, abated. 
Remember your loss as unworthy 
of mind. 


As we leave, the ground grows hard 
and the leaves brittle. 

Think of how the less and the little 
grow large in imagination. 


Fear is unworthy of your mind. 


Alas, rest welcome and be welcome 

in the Land of Dreams, making pleasant 

all foresight. 

Disqualify all dead hindsight that made waste 
of you. 


As we leave, go now, abated. 
Be nimble in both eyes and hands. 


Your defense must be wary. 
As we leave, at large you are many. 


NT August 29-30, 2002 
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